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NO HOLES „BAR?.^ 

VACl VHi BLOOBSTl TTER Story 

By Rod ftM* i^lA7 



"%TACUUla* B LOO B ST UTTER. general 
w - j.j t!r of the United States Hnle- 
attking Corp.. ut tt hit dctk. idly tapping 
;i tht mahogany top with a pencil point. 
"I with you wouldn't do that." said a voice 
from the window ledge. "It makes roe ner- 
vous." 

Blootatutter looked up « tht woodpecker 
perched on the till. "Make* yon nervout?" 
he exclaimed incredulously. "Tapping on 
wood maket a woodpecker nervous?" " 

"It"* not just the tapping." replied the wooSl- - 
pecker. "It"* the rhythm. It reminds me of a 
girl I used to be engaged to." 

-Y*bn were engaged to a girl?* Once more 
Bloobetutter't eyebrows rote in surprise. 

"A girl woodpecker, of court*.** taid the 
bird with a sigh. "They're married now and 
have three eggs " 

Bloobttutter rote, took off hi* glasses and 
wa* wiping; them at be Stepped toward the 
window. Ht reached out to pat tht bird com- 
fortably on the head at he uid, "You'll find 
another gifLl 

"Look out r yelled the woodpecker at Mloob, 
who could not see too well without hi* glasses, 
nearly stuck fait hand in the electric fan. 

Dreamily the man looked upward, out tbc 
window. "There's a rather pretty bird flying 
by vow." he said. "Perhaps you could win her 
Nov*." . ■ . . 

^ Red the woodpecker looked up- "That a an 
alrprfnV." h« taorttd. "You'd bttur put your 
glasacV back on." 

Bloobttutter did to and looked again, tt 
wit indeed an airplane, a sky-writer, and he 
was horrified to tee what it wis writing. Ill 
words a rati* wid« It said. "Holts art Hot- 
ribtwf 

"My goodness r exclaimed the man. running 
to pick up a brooch that leaned against the 
well behind bit desk. "I'vt got to put a stop 

He clutched the broom handle and ■ Had ! 



A ptrtt* tike that 

Can can J* me tWa.' 
With Ivttt* there 

With that plaae! 

The broom, with Bloob attrid* tt. tailed oat 
tb« window and upwtrd toward the tky-writtt. 
From a distance Blocb looked quite a lot lib* 
a witch. That was only logical for it was. 
Indeed, a witch broom. It gave him certain 
magical power*, such at the ability to con- 
verse with woodpeckers. It would alto grant 
any with made in rhyme. 

There wa* an empty teat beside the pilot 
and the broom set Bloob down there. Tapping: 
the pilot politely cr. the shoulder, he si d. 
-I'm Vacuum Bloobttutter." 
"You look it." taid tb« ftier. 
"Er, who are you?" asked Bloob. 
"I'm Philip DtCretiee." said the other, "ai 
I'm very busy right now. Would you mil 
stepping outride till I finish my writing?" 

"That's what I want to talk to you about.* 
responded Bloob. -You taid "holes an 
rible.' " 
"They are." 
"They are noL" 
They areP 
"Aren't T 
"Ar*r 
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Our business it making holes. If yarn 
all over tht a*ry*lhat holes are horrible 
hurt our business. It may rain us." 

' Thai's just too bad." snarled DeCrevice. 
happen tt be boss and owner of the Inter 
fUtloAtl tsaJt-teensoving Cotapany. I want 
get r id of hole*. I hope I do ruin your bu 
r-.ni How get out of hero and let me wor 

As he spokt he flashed out his big fist s 
punched tht smaller man In tht jaw. Tht bl 
knocked little Bloobttutter unconscious. 



fell ttom the plan* and plummeted iinhwud 
at a, ■ " ' ' t '■ 1 - ' 

Craisisc below. Red. the woodpecker saw 
- -. and thought, "Oh. Oh ! Thii is the cad of 

fit saw iht body whirl into a cloud tad 
watched far it ts fall through. Ht watched 
ana 1 , watched. Hit beak fell open ia amaze- 

*- N c came through, 

"It looka as If that cloud just plain t wal- 
lowed him up!" *■ claimed Bed. 

U a das*, he flew back to his perch on the 
window slIL To bis great astonishment, be 
aaw Bloohenrtter seated behind bis desk, nth 
oing a hand through the three hairs atop his 
bald bead. 

The bird gulped twice, then flew Into tht 
ofiiee and perched on the shiny pate. He gave 
the head a sharp peck with his beak. 

-OuchP cried the man, "What did you do 
that far?** 

"Just making aura you weren't a ghost." said 
Red. "I themght you were a goner.** 

"Ob, I act." said Bloob."! must hart been 
- 1: - _v but I bad a grip on the broom. 
So the first thing I remembered was falling 
into a rain cloud and having rainy mist dashed 
on my face. Guess that revived me. Anyway, 
I said: 

// / /aasf down there 

til be /est m bleb ' 
I with I was back - 

At my rego/ex job* 

"So the broom saved you and your worries 
are over.** declared the woodpecker. 

"So my worries are just beginning. That 
fellow, Philip DtCrevicCfU determined to put 
us out of bewiatss " 

ALL toodOM big billboards began appear* 
tag along the road tides saying. "Arc 
;hers holes in your roof? Driveway? Pants? 
We will r ca aove them?" 

la raegaeinea were ads saying. "We remove 
rat holes, cat holes, bat holes, gnat boles.** 

Jingles em the radio said, "Art you men or 
-:'.*!' Get rid of your holes.** 

Bloobstutter was so worried he nearly tore 
out bit three remaining hairs. Such a cam- 
paign against holes was bound to hart its 
eft* act on the general public. It was first 
noticeable when a lot of people stopped eating 
doughnuts and concentrated on Daniah pastry. 



Bak er ies began returning unused do a g ha at 
boles by the da ten. 

Ia desperation. Bloob decided to call upost • 
Philip DeCrevice in his office end try to rea- 
son with him. The little man knoeiaed on the 
office door with his broom handle and a boom* 
lag voice roared. "Come ta." 

Bloob began pleading with the boas of the 

play ball. Mr. DeCrevice laughed a snecring 
laugh and replied. "I won't play ball. It's net 
a game! I wish I didn't have a bole to ray 

"tie use me." said Bloob. "Would you bold 
this broom a minute? I wast to write that 
down so I can report hack to the board of 
directors-" He handed the broom over to 
DeCrevice and reached la hts own pocket for 
pencil and paper. "New, would you repeat that 
please?" 

DeCrevice responded ia his roaring voice. 
"I won't play balL It's not a game. I wish t 
didn't have a bole to my name!" Aa be spoke 
ha waved the broom for emphasis. 

Thank you." said Bloobstutter and took 
back his magic wish broom, 

"Now get out!" reared DeCrevice. "I'm go- 
lag to lock up my desk and — " 

He stopped. He cottldn't lock bis desk. 
There was no keyhole. He tried to bust for 
his secretary, but couldttt. There was no hole 
for the buzzer button. He started to reach in 
his pocket for a handkerchief to wipe hit 
brow, bat couldn't. There was no opening ia 
his pocket. His rhymed wish had come true. 
He didn't have a hole to bis name ! 

KLOOBSTUTTER was sitting at bis desk 
smiling. 'All's well that ends wait** he 
•aid. DeCrevice agreed to cot out the objec- 
i tb'r advertising, so I let him bo r row tba 
broom to unwisb hts wish. Tht hole world la 
march lag forward again." 

Happily bt beat his fingers en the desk in 
• marching sound. 

"Dont da that ■" txt'laimed tht woodpecker. 
"It reminds ma—" / 

THE END 
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